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We children were under no such misapprehensions.
He was not, I should now suppose, a man who cared
over-much for little boys even when they were clean
and silent. All our Easter, and some of our summer, -
holidays were spent at Clandeboye, since my own
parents were then in Morocco. Yet never by the
slightest gesture of irritation, never by a momentary
lack of response, did he indicate to us that we were
anything but the most welcome and honoured guests.
There was no insincerity in the kindness which per-
mitted us to be there at all.

It may well be that the impact of his tremendous
personality upon my childish mind has left in my
memory an impression that I saw much more of him,
and knew him far better, than was actually the case.
In the early days we had our meals in the nurseries
and could only have seen him at prayers or when he
paused and exchanged a few words with us in the
garden or beside the lake. Yet when we had gone
to school and Miss Plimsoll had left us we would
have breakfast and luncheon in the dining-room under
the picture of Miss Linley and her enormous tree.
And in the evenings we would sit with him in the
library, poring over volumes of Hogarth or of Dore
prints, while he turned the pages of his lexicon under
the light of the green lamp.

It is possible also that the general awe which he
inspired throughout the household, the boundless
veneration with which he was regarded by my aunt
and cousins, the prestige he enjoyed throughout the
demesne and county, gave us an impression of some
theocrat whose slightest whim was respected through-
out all Northern Ireland and the Empire. I do not